PATCHWORK                                           "B"
"Why, no, ma'am," he said, "not yet. Of course,
I don't say but what in a few years' time I might
not think of slacking off a bit. I've already passed
the allotted span of years for man; but it's great!
Yes, seven times round the world, and here in this
li'l pocket is my Baedeker, my Bradshaw, my atlas
and my compass."
I wondered how one small pocket could hold so
many things, but I understood when Mr. H. with
a great flourish drew out a small Bible.
My attention wandered while he rambled on, and
I thought of the hundreds of thousands of people
who come to this hopeless country, full of hope
and the assurance of being able to solve or help to
solve some of her problems; and I wondered if this
mad old man -were really any less helpful than all
those other well-meaning people.
When E. got back to lunch he was able to keep
the old man from discussing his threatened meeting
at the College by telling us this extraordinary story
of a cobra in his private commode. E. has not
brought up the subject again since: it worries me a
good deal to think how it can have got there.
My last glimpse of Mr. H. was to see him from
the verandah walking hurriedly in quite the wrong
direction, head bent and his hands monotonously